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director Mow n flnrco blnst on his whtstlo; the por

THE pttmlut slopped mid-bar- ; tlio ponies of "Pop ot
1922" balanced on their right toes, slowly dropped tholr

loft frot, nnd fill limply Into to se what the moqnrcb of

the rehearsals had on hid client. And he lot thorn havo It:
"Listen, you hush-leagu- hoofeM tho

nsmii of this show Is 'Pep,' not 'Sleep walkors.' If that's ths way
jou'ro gonna do ttio number tlio oponlng night, this troupe Is
closed now. Y'undomfAndl"

Several of tlio ponlss said, "V'cs, sir," weakly thor.o who
hadn't had more than n snason or two nt It; llio veternns know
that that sort of quoHtlomi neither cipectcd nor roqulrod- - on
snswer.

"All right, then If you got that through your numb nuts, seo
If you can radio a little of It Into your dumb doKs I oughtn call
'em cum, At that. Now let mo repeat It onco moro, nn' for tlio
last tlinu.

"Vou do one-tw- o bh left foot ovor front, then ouo-tw- nn'
right foot ovor back, then ono two downslngo, thru ono-tw-o

rlKht zlgrag, then ono-tw- o dnwustugo loft zlgznf,, then o no-tw-o

an' right foot forward, thou onu-tw- an' loft foot forward,
thon right foot cross down, then right foot hack, thon loft foot
cross up an' left foot cross down, then right fnco In two beats,
each girl puts lior arms around the girl In fiont ot her an' off
on s right foot skip, swlngl'i' the left foot up on too down beats
and down on the up boats. That's simple enough, isn't KT All

(right, rteady! GOl"
And Uiey went.

I It was n hot night In tho empty thoatro
(and It was lato. Ilohcarsnli had boon siz-

zling along for mora than two wtoks, ten
and twnlvo hours dally. The principals
wero doing theirs In another thontro this
was tho chorus end ot It l'flster, tho little
genius who was "putting on" tho now show,
'was a hard task-masto-

I No ono elso on earth could have talked
10 mese iiiuo cnonncs an motor lamou iu
thorn and lived.

Not the owner of tho tlieatro or tho
company, not a stranger or a star least
'of all, the Johns who waited patlontly out-sld- o

the building for the tlrod girls to come
out. Tho mildest of them would have
hounred n chair off tho domo of tho most
desirable Daddy had he said to her half ot
what l'flster barkod at them all ovory ton
minutes.

They adored him. They feared him,
they groveled to him, they nover talkod
back. Thoy took his Insults and his slurs
collectively, and girls ot tho stage aro, as
a rale, sensitive, temperamental and spirit
ed. Dut they never- - even whon ha wasn't
around discussed hts abuso In any othor
mood than to exclaim ovor bis wonderful
stagecraft, and each told tho others that
nho would Jlo for him.

Whon l'flster stagad a rovuo It was a
foregone jverdlctn Broadway hit. Ho
could pick girls' an"6lzo" them and train
them Into vibrant, nynchronlzlng human
machines. Besides, he had boneath the
crust ot the roughneck and tlio martinet
the soul ot an artist and tho flno Imagina-
tion of a poet. Many an author who writes
a stuttering lyrlo with a feeble thought
suggested In Its trite Jingle, thought him-
self a prodigy when he saw hts vornos
dram&tlzod and Illustrated by a Pflstor
product ot staging.

Tho little chap had an exocutlvo drive
that got ovor, dosptto his Incredible arro-gan-co

and brutal candor.
Ho had been everything that has to do

with the bltter-swo- vicissitudes ot tho
broad realm ot pntortalnmcnt, that profes-

sion ot charlatanry and romance ot cold-

blooded gyp and romance, ot
calculating machinations nnd desperate)
speculations, of over-nigh- t trlumpha and
lifelong heart-break- s and Intense labor and
high adventure and dirty worlf. nnd glorious
pUy nnd thrills and dlaastors and lights
and fame and suicide and divorce and
scandal and worship and friendship and
hate and love and treachery and felony nnJ
virtue and shame and profanity and sontl-me-

and flowors and poised and grease-
paint and perfume and wrong-angle- tri-

angles and vicious circles nnd crooked
lines and straight shooting nnd bohemla
and Fifth avenue and Broadway and one-nig- ht

stands and Wnll street and ths
rlalto and the loveo and the upper crust
and tho underworld.

Ho had beon a mustang rider and an
animal trainer, n ballet master and a bit
actor, a modlclno show shlll and a

showman, a blackfaco minstrel and an e lmpro-sarlo- ,

nn orchostra drummer and it vaudovlllo monologist. a legit
player and a burlesque ham. The thontro was his home, his
workshop, his hunting ground, his stamping ground. He know
It from the plcturo frames In tho lobby to the mail-rac- nt tho
stago exit.

And he knew Its poople. Ho was skoptlcal and ho was tough,
but ho was soft Insldo, and ho loved tho girls he sworo at, every
last stupid, clumsy one. Ho lent them his money that he know
he'd never seo ognln, ho bawled out tho sick ones nnd gavo thorn
vacallonn on pay, he knew their llttlo honrt-acho- s and bled with
thorn though ho had no mercy on their nnklu aches, and stormed
at their Inability to grasp n complicated mnnoeuvre that was so
clear and so sharply defined In his own clicking brain.

He had known his romances with thoso girls. Yea ho had
married one of them.

Ono ot theso llttlo rascals that the public thought so cute and
winsome, that ho know wero so thlck-skullo- and
that newspaper editors pictured and shopgirls thought too grand
for utterance, ho had loved well enough to marry her.

Marriage was r confosslon ot weakness to Pflstor. Say any
chump could get a girl It ho wanted to marry herl

But Dolores, a chubby llttlo bubbed-lialro- blondlo, who had
como Into his llfo as ono of n drove ot girls ordered In bulk, as-

sorted slzos and comploxlons, and woeded out by tho pound and

tho Inch, had brought tho mighty, canny, peppery Pflstor to his beckoning him on through Inspired dreams and mocking hlni
'tno08' through agonlzod nwakonlngs. But ho novor turned.

Ho had married Doloros and she had retired. Thoy had a "What's your number?" ho asked,
llttlo apartment In tho theatrical district, whorcthey lived as She gave It to him. That was nil tho Information ho required
jiimmuuijr mm ua acriinuiuuuaiy hb iwo.muuiy loving bouib may. no nna me rest ot her "points" still fresh In his mind's oyo
I'or two yoarB or so l'flster had endured tho nagging jealousy, and ho had paid with blood and tears for tho knowledge.

'

tho whims nnd cnprlcos, tho unreasonable flights and tho fist!
cuffs; and Doloros had suffered tho nights of negloct and tho days
of hangovors and tho unsparing verbal lactngB and the black
eyes nnd tho rod eyos ot Broadway lovo. y

Thoy had known tho embraces of mad nffoctlon and tho
of blttor hatred and tho throats and tho blows and the

kisses nnd tho spllt-aut- s and the reunions, all tho hysterical Joys
nnd all tho torrid griefs and all tho cold, clammy remorses ot
tho situation.

Pflstor loved Dolores, hut novur believed her; Dolores loved
Pflster, but novor trusted him. And thoy woro both right.

Thoy broko up housokeopInK for good nnd all at last, ho con-
vinced that sho loved Harvey Toms, un actor, nnd she so satis-fle- d

that ho had transcended tho proprlotlos with Tholma Granby
thnt sho had sued him for divorce and named hor aB "tho womnn."

Tuolmii, too, wna a pony, a yollow-hoado-d little chrysanthemum,
with tho eyes of a burglar and tho dimples ot a baby.

When Dolores ontorod suit against Pflster aho
wont back to work. Oho reglstorod with a bureau
which supplied experienced choristora. And whon

"Pop" sont out a coll, Dolores was one of thoso sent to answer It.

Pflstor sat at an Improvised desk on the stago, taking down
names and addresses as he went through the raw material from
which tho first choice ot tho onsemblo was to bo drawn. Ho saw

Dolores and Doloros bow him. In any other buslnoss on earth
sho would have run out of tho building or ho would have run hor
out. But tho theatro Is unlquo Its outsldo relations may operate
it altogether or count for nothing. It Isn't a business It Is &

protosslon. Mrs. Pflstor had an Identity as tho wlfo of Pflstor;
hut Doloros Dalo had an Identity, also, as a known pony who
hud looks, speed, technical talents and stago presence. Maybe

tho fact that In "show builnoss" almost overyono has two names,
an "oft" name and an "on" name, may have something to do
with this. ,

Howovor, Pflstor took the names and "phone numbers and
WiMghts and specifications ot the strangers, and DoloreB came
up next in lino.

"What's your number!" ho asked.
She gnvo it to htm. That was all the information ho required

ho had tho rost of hor "points" burned Into his memory nnd
engTaved in his hoart

A tow more filed In and up and by, and again he raised his
oyos. And there stood Thelma. He hadn't soon her for somotlme.
Sho had been out In a travollng tronpo. Tholr eyes mot, Pflster
ltuow Doloros was looking looking with thoso plorclng black
eyos that had once pouotratcd into his soul, that he had seen

H wasn't through any maudlin senso of tho drnmatlo thnt
Pflster engaged both thoso girls for the fronMlno pony cast ot

V

Coprrliht,

"Pop." Pflstor was Just, and
Pflster, above all, held ono

sacred "the good of tho
show."

Dolores and Tholma woro
flrnt-clns- s oteppors nud lookers,
depondablo Items; thoy hnd
mado good and they were re-

liable. Tho show couldn't have
picked two moro deslrablo ones
nnywhero. Now, Just becauso

"Tsmpe One-Tw- o

an' Over. An' When
You Put Your Arms

Aroun' the Girl
Ahead of you, Don't

Be Afraid You'll
I Guess Most of You've

Had Arms Around You
Harder Than That."

one had been his wife and the othor had boon his sweetheart,
was that any reason for cheating two ollglblo girls out ot Jobs
or "Pep" out of two such girls! No. In thoy went.

And after that Pflstor's llfo was not nlone all tho hell that
It always was whon ho was In tho throes ot lining up a company
and crystallizing a big show, but it wis further complicated by
the Inter-relation- s and tho

Tho night, this night, woro along. Tho grind was on, for tho
bosses of tho show were to bo ovor for a slant at tho numbers
in tho ponultlmato rough next day, and Pflstor wanted a show-
ing ot comparative readiness.

"Como on, there, you Janos," ho shouted, "How many tlraos
am I gonna tell you how to do this kludorcarten step? Say, I
could pick up a flock ot scrubwomen and learn 'om moro in an
hour than I can got through your skulls la a year. It's ono-tw-

uu' over that's tho tompo. Ever hoar of tempo bcfore7 Tempo
time It's from tho Eyotnllan, but to you It's a lot o'

Greek. Tompo ono-tw- an over. An' when yon put your
arms aroun' tho girl ahead ot you, dou't be ufrald you'll hurt
her. 1 guoBs most of you'vo had arms around you harder than
that, nn' put arms around people harder than that. Now get
to It an' DO it, or I'll glvo evory ono of you tho air every last
ONE. An' I mean it.

"The peoplo that own this show havo got a hundred grand
tiod up in it. You think I'm gonna blow that for 'om, an' mako
a sap out o' mysolf In the p'fesslon after all the yoars I've been
at It an' all the hits I've put onT Like hell I am, This show
is gonna bo a knockout. You may not bo in It any ot you
but tho show is goln' ON an' the girls who go on IN It "are
gonna bo on the Job. Do you got that BtraljhtT All right
thon come out o' your dopo droams nn' lot mo seo somo action.
It's oue-tw- nn' over or It's ALL over. Take that straight an

wallow It. This is the last time I'll call you on It. Iteadyl 001"
And they wont.
Pflstor looked down the lino critically out of ono eyo from

his post In tlio orchestra pit The whistle stood up diagonally
whoro he gripped it between his Jaws. He swayod with tho
tlmo ns punctuated with s by the thin Janglo of
the halt-hidde- n piano that stood back almojt out of llght-rang-

from the single stand-ligh- t on tho stage. One-tw- o nnd ovor thiy
wont, nnd through'tho figures up to tho right faco lu two bents
and tho arms ot each girl around tho waist ot tho girl be.'oro
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her, thon Into tho right-foo- t skip with tho loft going up on ths
down beat and down on tho up beat nnd

Pflster blow a shrill Wast on his whistle. Everything
ntoppod.

Every ono rtood, walUng to boo what had gone amiss NOW.
"You," called Pflster. "No, not you, Angle YOU Yes,

Dolores!"
"Yes, sir. What is it?" answered Dolores.
"That alrl nhnnd of you. You know her, dont yon?"
A burning blush spurted into tho chceko of Dolores.
"If you don't, 111 lnt'oduco you. Miss Dalo, Miss Grnnby

Miss Qrnnby, Miss Dalo; Dolores, Tholma Thelma, Dolores.
Now that you girls havo met will you, Doloros, when you put
your arms around hor, please not bo afraid you'll bust a couple
o' ribs, or something?"

Tho tears welled to Dolores' eyos. Sho started ono foot for-
ward, toward Pflster, but sho drew it back. Stngo discipline did
not permit of n girl walking out of the line nt a rohearsal. And
Dolores was a trouper In tho bono.

"But" sho began.
"Never mind tho buts. The number

calls for it, an you'ro In tho number so
you'll DO it. Don' tell me yon can't hug
harder than what you've boon doln' I
know bottor. An don' toll me sho can't be
hugged hordcr than what you'ro dnln' I
know hotter than THAT, too. Now, that
settles THOSE arguments. And if you cry,
Dolores, I'll run you right out o' this theatre
and thlsishow. This number Is got to be
dono, an' It's got to bo dono IlIOHT. lloadyi
QOI"

And thoy went
There wasn't another whistle through

tho rest of the rehearsal ot that dance, and
boforo Pflster "went to" tho next one ha
had seen It work as he wanted it

Tho night ground along and Anally the
welcomo "That's all ono o'clock

practiso clothes for ponies, two for
show girls, mediums roport at ono at tho
costumer's for fittings an' hore at two.
O'nlght," cam?, nnd the girls wearily
scrambled down tho stairs to shed the
polyglot variety of miscellaneous "practise
clothes" and powdor up and mako up to
bloom forth metamorphosed through tho
stago door, a set of smart, snappy, fascinat-
ing chicks nnd sirens Instead of tho V

crow of driven, sworn-a- t manikins.
As they camo up they had individuality,

they had personality. Cars awaited them,
and important men sat in thoso cars. Big
cafes with dazzling lights and llttlo cafes
with shielded lights and the mansions ot
the mighty and apartments whore Japan-
ese maids would tenderly and timidly o

their cloaks, awaited tlvum; and
tawdry little back rooms awaited some ot
them; a little flat with' babies and hus-
bands awaltod somo of them. Tho mob
had molted Into Us Integers of Individuals,
and among theso Individuals woro as many
social and financial and moral and ethical
lines ot differentiation as there might be
among an many glrlo anywhere.

Tho chorus has a luro. It has many
lures. It 1b tho magnet for the girl who is
ambitious to become an actress; It is a
magnot for the lrl who craves hoctlc ad-
miration from strangers; it is tho magnet
for tho girl who cunningly plots to attract
rich men; It is tho magnot for tho girl who
would rather earn $50 a week In a theatre
than $12 at a cashier's window; It
is a magnet for tho frivolous flapper who
wants to prance, half naked, in the light ot
tho spot and tho foots, whore sho will be
admired and where sho will be courted
be cau bo ot the myetio romanco of stag?
llfo over nil other llfo. All chorus glrli
aro not alike off the stago. The gold- -

digger dances booldo the Cinderella,
tho madonna stops with thn jerebol,

tho adventuress smiles tho samo smllo in tho smile scene aa
tho Innocent washerwoman's ch'ld at hor olbow, who brings hei
wages homo so that hor llttlo brothers mny go to school.

As they filed up nnd out, one by one, Pflstor stood thore, put
ting on his collar and tto. An Inscrutable expression was on
his faco. A cigarette hung limply whero tho whlstlo had stood
up so cocklly.

Tholma came up. She saw Pflster, sho hesitated. He called
hor with his head.

"How's ov'thlng?" he asked.
"Oh, pretty good. Ma's kind o' sick again. Her rhoumntlsm

drives mo oft my nut, honey. Why dou't you como overt"
"Not a chance. Thclmn, it's cold. You knew that before you

went nway."
"Sure. I'm goln' with Taylor, ot Taylor an' Kramor, on thi

Loow tlmo. Ho says he's gonna put me In vaud'vllle nox' season."
"Vaud'vlllo my eyo. It you go nn 'blow ono o' MY shows I'll

run you out o' tho business."
"Oh, no. I'll stick for tho run o' tho play. You know ME

I moan after 'Pep' closes."
"That's better. Glvo my lovo to ma. If I can do anything"
"Not a thing, thanks. We'll got by. Taylor is waltln'--i

g'nlght."
And up camo Dolores.
Sho started to cross rapidly. She was drossod in a nobby

little suit trimmed with tho latost in monkey fur, costly but not
extravagant, and, as everything about Dolores always was, In
tho best ot good taBte.

"Hoy," called Pflster. "You!"
Sho stopped and turned In two beats, and raised her right

foot. Theu Bho camo to hersolf.
"Come here!"
And she came.
"Is that bum quartotto-tono- r you boon slietohln' with outsldot

ho asked.
She shook her head.
"That's all off." she answered.
"YohT Since when?"
"The gate for hlra a couple o' weeks ago. Ho started to run

mo. An' whon anything In pants starts to toll ME whero I head
in nt well, I guess I don't havo to toll YOU."

"No, I guess not. Say, Dolores listen." You're ono o' thegamest dsmos I ever met in my llfo. When I called you In front
o the wholo troupe, an' mado you hug Tholma an' you DID lt--say,

when I pick one out o' the thousands o' crowa I've hanclodan' I MAMIY her, I guoss I'm crazy, huh?"
"Crazy Is right. You an' mo both."
"You think so, Dolores? I guess so, at that. I'm crazy otciyou an' you'ro crazy over mo. What do you say?"
"I say I am, an' I always will be. Will you tell mo why, whena woman Is dippy over a man like I am over you, an' ho'a daffy

ovor her like I know you nro over me, how why"
"It's this business, Dolores. It's rotten. But I love it. nn'so do you. An' I can't blow It, an' nolthor can you. An' w

can't blow each other, so what's the uso7"
"No,.flse'." Bal(1 she' "Como on homo. And when we gut

there, I'll glvo you a llttlo direction the one-tw- o on' ovor: nu'who to hug an' how. IUady GO!" '

And they went.


